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a patchwork such as Sakyamuni saw in Magadha and took
as the pattern for robes of his order—the great trees, the
vast circle of high peaks—Merapi, Minoreh, Soembing,
Sindoro. It is a place of enchanting loveliness, at dawn or
in the bright sunlight, or in twilight with its lovely after-
glow. And the Buddhas of north, south, east, and west—
Amoghasiddha, Ratnasambhava,. Akshobhya, and Ami-
tabha—vie with the great Vairochana of the zenith for the
honour of the most lovely view. There they sit, ninety-
two images of each gazing out over the wide and fertile
plain and the distant peaks, and over all towers the simple"
and serene stupa of Sakyamuni, Even Vairochana with
his many images at last gives place to the historic Founder.
What are they all, with their gestures of protection, of
giving gifts, of meditation, of witness and of preaching—
what are they but reflexes of the Great Monk of Kapila-
vastu? What is this serene and lovely monument but the
embodiment of his spirit?
But if Java reminds us of Sakyamuni and the great
things of Buddhist India it reminds us too of Muhammad
and the sword of Islam with its clean-cut monotheism.
These had won much of Asia as well as of Africa by the
tenth century a.d., and with the coming of the great
Mongols India and China as well as the Islands begin to
yield to a Semitic influence—strong in its insistence on
the unity of God, and of all believers in His resistless
power and His great compassion. To all who did not
make submission Islam was a veritable scourge, and much
of the finest culture went down before its ruthless icono-
clasm. But if it destroyed it also preserved, in Asia as in
Europe, what it felt to be worth preserving—and the ser-
vices of its great soldiers are in themselves an interesting
and intricate study*

